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“Dominating Kimmy” is the 6th and final book in the Kimmy series. The stories are based on a young woman struggling with loss of her mother at an early age. And how the impact of a rich but cold father on her development.

 

I look at Kimmy as a success in her own right. But a flawed success. I hope you enjoy her torrid unforgettable adventure. 

 

Rebecca
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Chapter 1

 

A month passed. Then another.

 

Kim Augustus was itching to come out of hiding. Her time with Chelsea was special. All the time and all money in the world was a great thing.

 

Financially, Kim had arrived. She watched from a distance as “Luxury Nights” became a hit in San Antonio and Austin. The two biggest cities in Texas: Dallas and Houston would be a slam dunk. There was more money in those two cities than in many entire states. 

 

They were both huge population areas bursting at the seams with all the strip clubs and porn video stores.  It was a cultural norm that men would hit the churches with their family on Sunday morning after spending the night stuffing dollars down a strange woman's panties.

 

Kim's health had stabilized. She still had the odd tremors in her hands. Before, they had alerted her to her likely sudden death. She was certain it was the same disease that had claimed her father. But nearly two months  later. They were no worse. Many days they weren't even there. 

 

Whatever the disease was, no way was it progressing.  

 

With all the rest and days spent taking walks along the sea wall of Corpus Christi, she had never felt healthier. 

 

And she wasn't lonely anymore.

 

She met a lawyer. He was older and he owned a boat. A speed boat. He'd run her and Chelsea around the bay at dusk. During each ride, Kim felt like she wanted to keep on going. Far out to the sea. Just to see what was out there. Then she was sure she would want to keep going further. 

 

And she thought of Matt Anderson. She was sure she was falling in love with him when she fled San Antonio.

 

So sure, that she went to his apartment that last morning in town. She kept a letter in her purse. It told him she had to go away. There she sat in her car on that perfect cool morning trying to work up the courage.

 

“If anyone would understand and love me until the end, it's Matt,” she said to herself.

 

She went to the door. 

 

When it opened, her heart sank. It was Sidra, the most beautiful of the stable of young beauties at “Luxury Nights”. She was wearing a bathrobe and her hair messed and pulled into a bun.

 

Kim gathered herself. In the performance of a lifetime she somehow didn't cry or scowl. She handed Sidra the envelope she had decided a minute earlier she was going to throw away.

 

It told Matt about her imminent death and her love for him. Most of all there was an apology for how poorly she treated him in the past.

 

Then she went into hiding. There was no plan. Just find a peaceful place to live out her time. Somewhere with good access to medical care for Chelsea. 

 

She ended up choosing Corpus, slightly over an hour from San Antonio, because she was too exhausted and heart broken to go any further.  A weekly rental motel with a mini refrigerator and hot plate became home.

 

Why wasn't she dead? Why did she feel better than ever? 

 

Richard, her new lawyer boyfriend, called to see if they'd like to have a picnic down the coast. Take the boat down there.

 

She made an excuse to stay home. 

 

It was time to see a doctor and find out exactly what was happening. 

 

Kim Augustus wasn't meant for the idle life where nothing was gained or lost.  She wasn't meant to hide. She wasn't meant to play small.

 

San Antonio called her back  and she knew it. No matter if the doctor's news was good or bad.


Chapter 2

 

 

Matt demanded what he wanted from his hot young girlfriend.  And he always received it. 

 

That morning in their hotel room on South Padre Island was no exception.

 

“What do you think of this?” 

 

Sidra looked great in everything. But she needed constant validation. Did it fit her butt right? Did it make her look too fat? Did it make her look too skinny? There was always something she was worrying about.

 

But Sidra Lopez was no airhead. She was going to college and paying for it all herself. But it was a major in fashion design. And Matt couldn't resist the temptation to think less of her because of it.

 

At the same time he never held Kim Augustus to that standard. Kim didn't even go to college. She escorted and had relationships with bad boys and young guys she could control.

 

It didn't matter though. No one could compare to Kim in Matt's eyes.

 

Sidra was spectacular looking. A former gymnast who was a few inches too tall to make it to elite level. Instead she moved effortlessly into modeling. With her sculpted, tight body and Eurasian mix looks, she drew double takes from men everywhere she went.

 

She was one of the most requested girls at “Luxury Nights” out of a roster of nearly one hundred.

 

Matt had fallen for her the first time he met her at a get-acquainted session with all the girls. He immediately defied Kim's express rule that they were not to have personal relationships with the talent.

 

Matt, like many men, loved the company of beautiful women. In his mind, Kim was dawdling and only concerned with business. And therefore the policy was there to be ignored.

 

Even though Matt loved Kim, he wasn't waiting around to get his heart broken. Not again.

 

That morning on South Padre, Matt laid back in the bed fully naked with the bottom sheet covering his lifeless cock. As hard as it was to believe, Sidra was turning him on less and less the more they were together.

 

He really hadn't been the same since Kim left him that letter and then vanished. 

 

He was the only one who knew where she was. A private investigator brought him the information within a day of her skipping town. 

 

It shook him up to know the woman he loved was dying. But he didn't know what to say or do if he found her.

 

It ate at him how powerless he felt.

 

He could fuck Sidra only so many times and make only so much money leading “Luxury Nights” to the big time, before his failure to connect with someone he really loved would eat him up.

 

Kim was who he wanted. Yet he did nothing to see her.

 

As Sidra danced and pranced and twerked wearing next to nothing, he stared forward blankly.  His mood was irritable and he was bored with the whole South Padre vacation thing. 

 

She did a quick cartwheel in front of the bed, than stopped herself into a hand stand. The muscles in her back and arms strained and she spread her legs open.

 

Matt broke out of his sour mood long enough to smile. 

 

“How in the hell is this girl not the MOST popular slut we have?” He thought to himself.

 

He dropped his chin to his chest and closed his eyes. When he did, the bed bounced from her flopping onto it from her handstand.

 

“I like it,” he said. “What do you want me to say?”

 

“Hmmmm,” she responded. “I am not so sure anymore. Are you still interested in me?”

 

“What did we do all last night? Were you here while I  fucked you hard and long like I did? Or was that some impostor?”

 

“You don't get hard anymore when you see me,” she countered. “Show me it right now.”

 

Matt knew she was right.  

 

But he didn't care. So he peeled back the sheet. His cock dragged lazily against his left thigh with zero signs of arousal.

 

“I don't excite you any more?” Sidra said. “Well then, try this.”

 

She slid forward on her butt and put her dainty feet on either side of the tip of his cock. She released the right foot and began to tease it with her left.  In a move reserved for only the most flexible women in their athletic prime, Sidra pulled on her right foot and drew it straight above her, opening her legs. At the same time, she took her free hand and pulled aside her bikini bottoms.

 

Her pussy had a short dark evenly groomed layer of hair that filtered down to her clit, but everything beneath it was mouthwatering bare and tight. 

 

“Fuck!” Matt exclaimed.

 

Matt lost it in the moment and jumped out of bed. He threw on a pair of khaki shorts and a tank top. He  moved so fast to exit the room that he had his sandals on the wrong feet.

 

As he reached the door, he heard words from the normally lighthearted and happy Sidra he never expected but absolutely deserved.

 

“If there is another girl, let me know now,” she said with frightened desperation in her voice. “But I think I love you Matt Anderson.”

 

Matt opened the door and closed it behind him, feeling like he was escaping a room and a situation that had closed in on him.

 

He desperately needed a release.

 

His past weakness with Kim haunted him. 

 

No matter how much money he made and how many hot girlfriends he had, he was still the guy who never had the guts to go for what he really wanted.

 

Even if the world didn't know the truth, he did. And he couldn't run from it.

 

There was some kind of change he absolutely needed. Because even  fucking a gorgeous girl like Sidra wasn't enough to make him feel like a man.


Chapter 3

 

 

“Shut up and let's dance,” Matt said, barely getting the words out he was breathing so heavy from his drunkenness. 

 

“Hey get your hand off my girl you white piece of shit!”

 

As he heard it, a hand ripped at his shoulder from behind. Matt held firm and wouldn't budge nor turn around.

 

And he didn't take his hands off the lovely Latina he had been sweet talking for the previous couple minutes.

 

South Padre during college spring break wasn't a bad place to go seek out fun. There were countless young women looking for a hassle-free and no-commitments good time.

 

Matt was having a hard time standing he had pounded so many rum and diet cokes. The day turned into night fall. At some point Jillian sort of appeared in front of him out of the thin air. 

 

She was a petite Latina. Going back to some of his recent lovers, her look was right up Matt's ally. 

 

He was horny and confident that he would close the deal. It wasn't confidence.  He was just too plastered to not have confidence. 

 

He simply didn't give a shit what happened.

 

“Take your hand off me man,” Matt said staring down at Jillian and her heaving breasts pushing against her bikini top. She didn't react to his ogling her. She was a fantastically hot looking girl and could have gotten with any guy there. 

 

She wasn't budging either. Something in her eyes told Matt she wanted him to stand his ground. 
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